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in the sick chamber, will agree that the process of dying
is seldom more difficult or more painful than taking
off one's clothes. The blood ebbs, the senses sleep,
" the casement slowly grows a glimmering square/'
breath gradually fails, unconsciousness faints into
deeper unconsciousness, and that is all. Even in
terrible wounds and cases of extreme pain, medicine
can now alleviate the worst, nor, in any case, do I
believe that the expectation of physical agony, how-
ever severe, has much share in the instinct that stands
aghast at death. If fear of pain thus preoccupied the
soul, martyrs would not have sown the Church, nor
would births continue.

In combating the dread of future torment, Maeter-
linck may have better cause for giving comfort. Long
generations have been haunted by that terror. " Ay,
but to die/' cries Claudio in Measure for Measure :

" Ay, but to die, and go we know not where;
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot;
This sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod ;  and the delighted spirit
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ;
To be imprison*d in the viewless winds,
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendant world;  or to be worse than worst
Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts
Imagine howling! "

Nor were such terrors mediaeval only. Till quite recent
years they cast a gloom over the existence of honour-
able and laborious men. Remember that scene in
Oxford when Dr. Johnson, with a look of horror,
acknowledged that he was much oppressed by the fear